AMERICANS   ALL

Mike told me of farmers in the lands turned now,
perhaps for ever, barren who cherish to this day and
exhibit with bitter laughter the coloured lithographs of
waving wheat-fields, pictures of fat cattle on Elysian
plains, folders, circulars, sent by the ton to Norway
and Sweden by "Jim Hill" in the early eighties. I
recalled cynical Arab sheikhs in Baghdad, Irak, who
still derisively cherish coloured lithographs of Wood-
row Wilson. And I later flew over deserts bare and
dry as the Sahara, except that they were nightmare-
studded with empty barns, farmhouses, silos, rusting
reapers and harvesting machines, where no blade of
grass was left to reap or grain to harvest. Prosperity
and adversity. The Scandinavian Americans have had
both, as we all have. But a mark is not set up for the
purpose of missing the aim, and since the aim of this
book is to tell of their successes and their achievements,
we return to Professor Stomberg's pupils and buddies
in the Statehouse.

The next one we met was Judge Andrew Holt,
Senior Justice of the Supreme Court, a spry little gentle-
man with a goatee, past eighty-two years old, and
running for a new six-year term of office. He and
Stomberg had been boyhood friends and neighbours in
the pioneer log-cabin days. They took me down to a
tiny, cheerful, frescoed crypt in the bowels of Cass
Gilbert's political cathedral, and it was the damnedest
thing you ever saw for potent, grave, and reverend

knocking; Knudsen, now President, and other " big Swedes " (Knud-
sen's really a Great Dane) in General Motors; most of them
Horatio Alger boys who ploughed or worked as mill-hands, or
whose fathers did.
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